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Poems: Arthur Davison Ficke 

But when, in days hereafter, 
Unfolding time shall bring 
Knowledge of love and laughter 
And trust and triumphing, — 

Then from some face the fairest, 
From some most joyous breast, 
Garner what there is rarest 
And happiest and best, — 

The youth, the light the rapture 
Of eager April grace, — 
And in that sweetness, capture 
Your mother's far-off face. 

And all the mists shall perish 
That have between you moved. 
You shall see her you cherish; 
And love, as we have loved. 

PORTRAIT OF AN OLD WOMAN 

She limps with halting painful pace, 
Stops, wavers, and creeps on again; 
Peers up with dim and questioning face 
Void of desire or doubt or pain. 

Her cheeks hang gray in waxen folds 
Wherein there stirs no blood at all. 
A hand like bundled cornstalks holds 
The tatters of a faded shawl. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Where was a breast, sunk bones she clasps; 
A knot jerks where were woman-hips; 
A ropy throat sends writhing gasps 
Up to the tight line of her lips. 

Here strong the city's pomp is poured . . 
She stands, unhuman, bleak, aghast: 
An empty temple of the Lord 
From which the jocund Lord has passed. 

He has builded him another house, 
Whenceforth his flame, renewed and bright, 
Shines stark upon these weathered brows 
Abandoned to the final night. 



THE THREE SISTERS 

Gone are the three, those sisters rare 
With wonder-lips and eyes ashine. 
One was wise and one was fair, 
And one was mine. 

Ye mourners, weave for the sleeping hair 
Of only two your ivy vine. 
For one was wise and one was fair, 
But one was mine. 
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